



The Tragedy 

Nay, do not thinke I flatter, 

For what aduancetnent may I hope from thee 

That no rcuenew haft but thy good fpirits 

To feedeand cloathetiiee, why fhould che poore be fiattred? 

No, let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crooke the pregnant-hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fanning, doofl thou heare, 

Since my decre foule was miftrisofher choyce, 

And could of men diftinguifh her ele&ion 
S hath feald thee for her felfe, for thou haft beene 
As one infufferir.g all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft tane with equall thankes ; and bleft are thofe 

Wnofe blou j and judgement are fo well comedlcid. 

That they arc not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftoppe fhee pleafe : giue me that man 
That is not paffion5flaue,and I wilt weare him 
In my hearts core, I in my heart ofhearc 
As 1 do thee. Something too much of this, 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One feene of it comes neere the ctrcuniftance 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethee when thou feeft that a<ft afoote, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vncle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not itfelfe vnkennill in one fpeech, 

It is a damned Ghoft that wee haue feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy ; giue him heedful! note 
For I mine eyes will i iuct to his face. 

And after wee will both our judgements ioync 
In cenfure of his feemng, 

H or*. % Wei! my Lord, 

Ifa fteale ought the w'nilft this jilay is playing 
And fcape detedled, I will pay the theft. 


Enter trumpets and Kettle Drummes, King, Queene 
Polont'ot) Ophelia, 

Ham. Theyarecommingto th: 
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Prime of Denmark?* 

Get you a place. 

King. Howfearcs our coufin Hamlet> 

H am. Excellent yfaith. 

Of the Camelions difh,I eatethe ayre, 
p r0 tjiif-crara’d,you cannot feede Capons fo. 

fang. I haue nothing with this aunfwer Hamlet, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th Vniuerfity you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A&or, 

Ham. What did you ena<9? ^ 

To/. I did enaeft Mitts Cafar,l was kild i th Capitall, 

Brutus VAd me, . , 

H am. Ic was a brute part of him to kill fo Capitall a cure there * 

Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Ger. Come hether my deare Hamlet fit by me. 

Ham, No good mother heere’s mettle more attra&iue. 

Tol. O, oh, doe you marke that. 

Ham. Lady fhall I lie in your Up? 

Ophe. No my Lord, 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant country matters? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That's a fairc thought to lye betweene maydes legs. 

Ophe. What is my Lord? 

Ham. Nothing, 

Ophe. You are merry my Lord. 

H am. Who If 
Oph. I my Lord. 

H am. O Godlyour onely Iigge-maker,what fhould a man do but 
be merry, forlooke you how cheerfully my Mother Iookes, and my 
fatherdied within’s two howres. 

Ophe. Nay,tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham , So long,nay then let the diuell weare black;e,for lie haue a 
fute offabIes;0 heauens,die two months ago, and not forgotten yet, 
then there's hope a great mans memory may out-liue his life halfe a 
yeare, but ber Lady a tnuft build Churches then, or elfe fliall afuflet 
not thingkingon.with t he Hobby-hotfe.whofe Epitaph is,forG 3 tos 
O.the hobby-horfe is forgot, 
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